HEROINE
- OF 1864

By Elizabeth Slaughter

SNORE AND |
SAWMILL

How the FatEngineer Was Fooled
by the Unmusical Flagman

"The following Incident, illustrating
‘the courage of & physically weak and
delicate woman when she is aroused
tc & sense of injustice to herself or
to those dependent upon her for pro-
tection, occurred in the autumn of
1864.

My father was fighting for the cause
of the confederacy in the Tennessee
army, and the plantation was left In
charge of my young mother, who was
ably assisted in condpcting the plant-
ing Interests by an elderly negro slave
whose name was Cornelius. For tke
reason that he was the husband of
the children’s black “Mammie"” we
were taught to call him “Pappie.”

_ It was a bright and beautiful day
®arly in the month of November., The

*f?as crisp, and we children were

uddled: together abont the nursery

pe ‘buslly. engaged with our doll
habfiss, while our mother sat = near
‘the window, occupied with some
neadlewor

Soddenly were all startied by a

- loud knocking™ upon the door, slmul-
tansously with the ecntrance of
“‘Pappie.” His muwance wore &n
expression of alanm, ghd he was in
such an excited state he gould scarceé-
ly speak. “Come, quick, Mi»s Fannie!

Two men have took Fannie Elixer, an'
are 'guine out de yard wid her.
4o stop ‘'em, an’ dey said dey hNd
orders to press her into de servica
I tole "em to wait till I could see vou,
an' let 'em show vou dey 'thority for
taking her, an’ dey jess lifted dey
cosat talls and tapped dey pistols an’
sald dat wus ‘“thority 'nuff fer me.”

Fannle' Ellsler was a beautiful gray
mare, my mother's saddle horse. She
was saddled and hitehed to a rack in
the yard every morning for my moth-
er's use in riding aboul the plantation.
On this oceasion she was in her accus-
tomed place awaiting my mother's
pleasure, when the passing men spied
her and decided to make a transfer of
ownership. ’

My mother hastened to the hall
“ddor and arrived in time to s¢e the
men close the gate, turn to the left
and ride off down the road, leading the
beauntiful mare that had been divest-
ed of the sldesaddle.

For an instant she stood stlll, closed
her eyes, placed her left hand over
them in an attitude of thought, and
then turned quickly. “Pappie!” she
sald, “get your master's gun from the
rack, and follow me. Now prove your-
self a good soldier and obey vour
superior officer. Don't be afraid! No
matter what I tell you to do, obey
my command instantly!”

Whiie spesking she took from a hook
on the wall & brace of pistols, buckled
them about her walst, threw a shawl
aver her shoulders, caught up a sun
bonnet from the rack, and passing out
at the rear door she met Uncle Charles,
the gardener, who had come eager to
know “what Miss Fannle was ‘gwine
ter do 'bout Fannie Elisler.”

“Here, Uncle Charles,” my mother
spoke hurriedly, handing him one of
the pistols, “take this, follow me and
_Pappie, and when 1 tell you to use it
ghoot!”

Bhe hastened out at the back gate,
followed by her two trusties, intending
to intercept the men as they passed
the road running beyond the orchafi
She stationed. Pappie and TUnele
Charles behind the tall picket fence,
and, opening the gate, stepped into
the road just as the men came up.

“Stop there, pleasa! That mare is
my property, and I wish you to leave

ere”
purpriged, the men drew rein and
rewer. “Madam, we have orders to
préss into the confederate service all
horses and mules that we think suit-
able for the use of the armies.”

“Yes, 1 knmow; but | wonld llke to
see the documents contuining these
orders ™

“Suppose 1
document,”
awer.

“Then you can't have my mare, |
Inslst on seelng your authority before
you go one step further”

With all the insolence Imaginahle
the man treated my mother to the in
dignity of a repetition of his conduet
to Papple, and, lifting his coat tail, he
tapped his pistol and replied: “This
is my authority, madam!"

“And this is my nuthority
dering you to hitch my mare
gate post and ride on."

With these words my mother leveled
her pistol at him and ealled: “Comp,
Papple and Uncle Charles!  When 1
give you the order,shoot! And shoot to
kill both of these rascals!"

With a dogged, cowardly air the
man leading Fannle Ellsler dismonnt
ed. My mother then ecommanded him
to deposit his pistols on the ground,
When thig demand was complied with,

S she found no difficnlty in compelling
his companion 1o do the same thing,

“Now, Uncle Charfes, take
of those arms,"” wius her next com-
mand.
= When Uncle Chaz
glon, she

to show that
defiant &n-

decline
was the

for or-
to that

charge

“] was asleep in the bunk shanty
over in Delray,” sald the fat engi
neer, “when I awoke suddenly with
a start. I could hear a sawmill goin’
to beat the band.

“:*Now that's a fine layout,’ I says
to Hank Simms in the next bunk
‘How under the canopy do they ex-
pect 8 man to sleep, buildin’ a bunk
shanty right near a sawmill?” -

“‘Sawmill nothin’!" says Hank
“That’s Jerry Day, the new flagman
for Archie Dunn, snorin’ over In the
tralnmen’s bunk room. Ain't he a
pippin?

““If that anti-noise Society gets next
to him,’ I says, ‘they'll hotfoot him out
of this community instanter.’

“There was no more sleep for us
that afternoon, so we got up and sat
fn a hot game of pinochle.

“Jerry Day was first out with Archle
Dunn that evenin’ on the firet 7% 'n’ |
was second out on second 79, freight
runnin’ 80 heavy them days that they
were runnin’ the fast freights in two
or Lthree sections.

“When it came time for us to leave
the freight vards the Jog was so thick
you couldn’t shoot holes into it with a
machine gun. I tell you I was mighty
ecauntious, movin' along on only abou.

iried |

notches of steam on the throttle.

“Pretty soon on the heavy
heard a sawmlll goin’ full blast.
w\ “'Strange, I says to myself,

v're running a sawmill in
% this time ‘of the night’

“Ther: was a peculiar sound to that
sawmill tlxat I'd heard before. All of 2
sudden u}éﬁme over me llke a flash
what it was. “(hat's that green flag-
man of Archle Dulau's," it eame to me;
‘he’s just hidin' his Ked lantern under
a bushel “of snores whwe his train is
stalled on the main track\

“So quicker'n & deaf 'n’ gymb man
can say Jack Robinson I got my~engine
in back motlon. 1 couldn’t see a thing,
hut from the sound of that fogho?
ahead we'd stopped about a caboose
length this side of that warnin’ snore.

“The fog shifted for a minute 'n’
there was the tafl lights of Archie
Dunn’'s caboose almost restin' on the
right of my cowcatcher. It was a
lucky thing for me that I had recog-
ulzed the deep snore of that flagman.

“Mebbe I didn't climb onto that ca-
boose 'n' glve that new hand a brief
‘n’ polnted speech on the rules 'n' regu-
latlons of sleepin’ on duty, especially
lwellin' on the necessity of the flag-
mnn totin' his red 'n’ white lights 17
telegraph poles back when his train
stopped on the main track.

“A week or so after that 1 was
second oot again behind Archle Dunn.
in’ it was just such & foggy night as
the one I wag speakin® of before. She
rock Holmes himself couldn’t pene-
trate the density of that mist.

*“l was movin" along again under two
speeds forward, keepln' my weathens
twegeles trimmed for trouble ahead.
'nst as sure as von're born there
s“ame to me again that 40-sawmill-pow-
s snore of Archie Dunn's rear guard.

“So I says to mysell: ‘My little heart-
to-heart talk with that fagman hore no
frult, eh? Well, I'll just give him a lit-
tle bump this time 'n’ see what a little
seare will do him.'

“You can just imagine I was pretty
varm under the collar, comin® up on
hat feller enoozin' on the hreastworks

wice In two weeks. 1 kopt getting
loser 'm" closer to the snore, but
here didn't come along any hind cnd
for me to bump Into.

“T got a lttle scared myself, then,
hinkin® mebbe I might hit "em too hard,
so 1 sot up in the air 'n’ we swung
mder the lee of that warnin' snore.
Vell, now, mehbe I hadn't made up
my mind to write up a round robin on

hat careless filagman of Archie
Dunn's.

“You bet what T would say in my
report would end his nsefulness to the
rallrond. 1 hadn't reported him the
firat time, thinkin® he was young 'n’
1ew to the business, relvin' on my lit-
e talk to reform him. But It was all
off now. Discipline required that I
must make a written report.

“We laid there a few minutes, with
that feller snorin’, me Jawin' to myself
'n' mehbe envyin' him fust a Httle of
his sound sleep, when all at once the
fog eleared away as if It had been sent
You conld have bowled me over
with a toothplek! Scan that track
ahead of me as far as [ could see, I
ould detect no tall lichts of a train
But off ta the right In the
fields was a really truly sawmill, prob-
ahly workin® overtime on some little
extra Joh.

“Now, say, mebha I d%dn't feel ns
cheap as a palr of ice skates In the
summer time. [ nearly laid off
for ten days myself for delayin’ that
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Lard
1

There must be som

ing to the fact that
the purity of their i
into its making,

One of the most

‘Eaters Should Stop
and Think!

COTTOLENE is the only rational frying and shorten-

hing in all this Pure Food Talk.
”” on every hand—Pure

they cannot be too careful about

We hear the term “Blure F
Food Shows, Pure Fhd Laws and Pure Food agitation
of all kinds. It simply§ means that people are awaken-
and the ingredients which enter
fru

1 sources of indigestion in the

past has been the use of lard. Nine times out of ten, the
lard which you buy is fyot fit for any human stomach. Its

source is suggestive of

cleanliness and unhealthfulness.

It makes greasy, indﬁ?ble food, and food which is

bound eventually to int

Cottolenelis Guaranteed

re with digestion.

pleased after having given COTTOLENE a fair test.

Never Sol

some; also to pr
such as fish, oil,

Cook Book

in Bulk

ing medium.

Wherever exhibited in competition with

other cooking fats, it has always been granted highest
award. It contains no hog-fat, but is a pure vegeta-
ble product, made from the choicest cotton seed oil, and is
every bit as pure and healthful as the purest olive oil.

For frying and shortening, you should use nothing but

COTTOLENE.

It is more healthful than lard; it will

go farther than lard, one-third less being required; and it
will make your food more appetizing and digestible.

Buy a pail of COTTOLENE to-day, use it according
to directions, and you will never go back to lard.

We hereby authorize your grocer fo
refund your money in case you're not

COTTOLENE is packed in pails with a patent
air-tight top, to keep it clean, fresh and whole-

it from absorbing the disagreeable odors of the grocery,

Free

We shall be glad to send any housewife, for a two-
cent stamp, ournew “PURE FOOD COOK BOOK,”

edited and compiled by Mrs. Mary J. Lincoln, author of the famous ‘‘ Boston
Cook Book.” ‘Adldress—

Tl-l_lE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY, CHICAGO

.Nature’fs- Gift from the Sunny South

Manager Billy 3urray of th
delphia Nationals 05 his te
something of an “in ani outer.”

Both the Natiomls
Washington Americans have 8
up severil crackerjack young pite

St. Louis

Manager Jennings of Detroit
that when his pitchers eqfeh t
the Tigers will march to the
without a halt.

“Deacon Jim" McGuire is hs
the time of his life trying to form
winning eombination with the Bos
Ameriean players.

The Cincinnati team holds the
tinction of having knogked Chri
Matthewson of the Giants out of tjie
box twice within four days.
big league teams
a .J00 hitter anmaon

Each of the
Chicago is minns
ithe rezgulars,

I that Connld

Mack was getting a dead one when hy

anvone thought
took over Jimmy Collins he had bet}
ter start over agaln,

ey
Steele
Kittredge

will surely
help and his
Sernnion team to a high position In
the New League race,

Pitcher Elmer

Managoer

York Stute
Another happy smile for Manager
McAleer of Louis,
the true ringz of a pitcher

Jimmy St.
Poawell s
this spring:
io run a minor
owners of "
thay lost
il this sea-
in debt $1,600 and owe &
EH50 more.

s renl money
ball elul.  The
Atlantic
4,000 Inst

Tessnezan
South team say
and so  far
gon they are
galary list of
A haseball that
lyn is trying ont u yonngster: by
Wilhelm, who Is doing

seribe savs
b
o

name

Jack '

Brooly’

Philadelphia, after negotiations were
several times broken off and resumed,

the two fightiers will meet in a six-

lround bout in the Quuker City early

fiext month.

Tommy Burns is the “wise one"
when It comes to knowing the finan-

elal end of the game. He says if he

s |ean get a hig purse for his comingz

n';eel'lng with Jahnson he will be sat-
isfied _to anit the He
thinks after that he will he able f{o
pull down plenty of the-“long green”
by taking to the stage.

ring forever,

k‘ The Distant Relative,
Visiior—How many are there in the
.r.'ll'llll'i}' besides yoursell?
Yourlg—Four;
ter find 2 distant relative.
Visitor—That is The
distant reiative is not g menmber of the
family.
Youngster—Oh,
my brother.
! Visitor—Your
Isn't a distant

mother, futher, sis-

anly  three

he is. He is

yes,

hrother? he

relative,

Then
3ir; he is in Imdia.

h Name Your Price.

h The manager of o menagerie
s

|

into @

oancs

bBappened o drop country

ehnreh one day, when he soon fell
asleep. The minister was reading the
first chapter of the Book of Ezekiel.
As he proceeded in the description of
the wonderful beast which the prophet
saw, the showman moved uneasily in
his seat.

“Every one had four
every one four wings.™ -

The showman rubbed his eyes, and

faces, and

the preacher went on—"And they had

the hands of a man under their wings
on their four sides.”

The showman was now wide-awaks-!

“As for the likeness of their ;iaceﬂ.
they four had the faces ol a murs and
the face of a lion on the right;side,
and they four had the face of fin ox
on the left side. They four xlso had
the face of an eagle.”

The showman was now standing up.

“Name vour price,” he eried, *1
will take the lot.” Py §

—

-Bequ!.

Johnny—>Me grandmother died and
lelt me some money, 3

Tommy—Huh! Mine died and let
me o to a ball game.—New York Sun.

Beat His Wife.

‘T ealled on Perkins last evening,”
remarked Mr, Brown.

“Did vou have a pleasant time?" in-
quired Mrs. Brown,

“Very. Perkins beating his
wife, but of course he stopped when I
went in”

“Well, I should hope so0.”

“1 begged him to go on,

wis

but he

said some other time would do just &=
well.”

“You begged him to go on? Do you
mean to say that yvou eould have look-
ed ealmly on while he beat his wi_!u'."‘

“Certainly. Why not?"

“T thought you had at least a spark"
of manhood left. I suppose you will
be beating me next?” d

“Yes. [ think I could if you would
play ehess with me.” >

‘Play chess?”

“Yeog. 2 4z what Perkins and hig
wifd were doing.”
Then fell a silena—
than words,
A Query.
Why should we call the wom
Nor speak of men that Wiy 7
Hach man has got his price, we he
Yet brides are given away.
—Catholic Standard.
A Short Story.
“What do you consider the
story masterpiece?”
« . The one Jinx told me when he hor-
rowed ten ol me yesterday."—Hons-
ton Post.

short’

What's In a Name?
“Wat's you name, sir?"
“Wood.”
“What's your wife's name?"
“Wood, of course”
“H-m; both wood. A-ah, any kind
ling?"—Success Magazine,

Get the Habit—Cook WIith Gas.
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